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Super Annuals! 


These two wonderful new 
books really hit the bullseye ! 
For fun, excitement and ad- 
venture they are bang on 
target. Both will give you 
hours and hours of enjoy- 
ment. They're just the job 
to help you to revel in the 
long, dark winter evenings. 
Snap them up today. You can 
get them from all bookshops 
—or from many newsagents. 


EACH 


Prices 
apply to 
U.K. only 


In LION ANNUAL you'll find 144 

thrill-packed pages of picture stories 

and pictures to read—including a 

gripping adventure starring Robot 

Archie, the famous mechanical 

man, and Paddy Payne, the flying 
ace of World War Il. 


LION BOOK OF SPEED features 
speed in every form, from pony 
express rider to crack airmen 
rocketing through space. The all- 
star features will hold you en- 
thralied. Some, of them are 
produced in magnificent colour. 


DON’T MISS THESE BUMPER BOOKS 





FINEST HOUR 


TO THE VAST MAJORITY OF SERVICEMEN, THE Loe 
WAR WAS A GRIM, GRUELLING STRUGGLE e 
AGAINST RELENTLESS NAZI OPPRESSION . « « 

<P 





Fleetway Publications Lid., 1962 


+.» BUT THERE WAS A HANDFUL 


IMEN WHO VIEWED THE WAR_AS AN 
JUNRIVALLED OPPORTUNITY FOR 
ICHALLENGH 


EXCITEMENT « « 
MEN LIKE FLYING OFFICER THORE MON .| 





2 Finest Hour 


Chapter 1. Tpigger-Happy 


SOUTHERN ENGLAND 1940. THE HEIGHT OF THAT PART OF THE WAR KNOWN AS 
THE BATTLE OF BRITAIN. ONCE MORE POUNDING BOOTS ECHOED THE SHRILL 
URGENCY OF THE SCRAMBLE SIREN. FORCING THEIR: TIRED BODIES ACKOSS 
THE TARMAC, THE FIGHTER PILOTS MADE FOR THEIR SLEEK, POWERFUL 


MUCH MORE 
TWO OF THIS AND WE'LL 
MINUTES BE ASLEEP ON 

ee ‘OUR FEET! 
AIRBORNE! 

















WHILE FLYING OFFICER PINDER CONTEMPLATED THE COMING ENCOUNTER 
NERVOUSLY, HIS OTHER PILOTS WERE READY TO FLY... ATTACK... AND KILL / 








iv 








Fines. Howe 


AS. THE SWIRLING DUST CLOAKED THE WAFCHING GROUND CREWS, THE SQUADRON 
SCREAMED UP INTO THE CLEAR SKY, THEIR: MERLIN ENGINES ROARING AT FULL 








BUZZING ROUND THE GERMAN JUNKERS EIGHTY BGNTS LIKE A SWARV Op 
Y HORNETS, THE SPITFIRES SWOOPED AND DREDAIN-A DESPERATE ATTEMPT 
FO Stor THE ENEMY FORMATION FROM REACHING THER TARGET «+ 
TEUFEL £ T CANNOT BRING: 
MY GUN TO BEAR . THE: 
ACCURSED ENGLANDER IS 
TIN MY BLIND SPOT? 











Finest_Hour 






PINDER'S IN 2 








THE JUNKERS WAS SET SQUARELY IN HIS GUNSIGHT. THORNTON 
BRING HIMSELF TO LET IT GET AWAY. HE FIRED A QUICK BURST 


WHY THE HECK D0 I HAVE TO 


PLAY NURSEMAID ? I’ NOT 
GOING TO MISS THIS 


GOT Hine 


‘COULD NOT 








Finest_Hour. 5 





SQUADRON LEADER RUSSELUS VOICE SOUNDED, WEARY AS IT CRACKLED, 
TTAROUGH THE RADIO. HE KNEW THAT ONLY BY WORKING THE SQUADRON. AS 
A TEAM COULD HE HOPE TO KEEP THE LESS EXPERIENCED PILOTS ALIVE 
DURING THEIR FIRST DAYS OF ACTION . » + 





THORNTON F 
COVER PINDER. 


ROGER, SKIP~ 
RED THREE BREAK 
CONTACT? STAND BY 





PINDER LACKED EXPERIENCE BUT HE DID NOT LACK COURAGE. STUNG BY 
THORNTON'S WORDS, HE TRIED AGAIN TO BREAK THROUGH THE WITHERING 


FIELD OF FIRE FROM THE JUNKERS 


THE FOOL OF AN 
ENGLANDER COMES BACK 


AGAIN — STRAIGHT FOR MY 
GUN f THIS TIME I WILL 
"KiLL HIM fF 


SPITRIRE ON 
THE LEFT S 
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THE WELL-PLACED: RELAX, PINDER, 
BURST FROM 1s’ ALL 
THORNTON'S OVER / 
BROWNINGS. RIPPEO. 

THROUGH —iE 

UUNKERS ' FUSELAGE, 

KILLING THE 

GUNNER JUST AS 

HE HAD PINDER'S 

COCKPIT SQUARELY 

LINED IN Hi 

GUNSIGHT - 











THE FACT THAT HE HAD SAVED PANDER'S LIFE ONLY GY A FRACTION OF A SECOND 
LEFT THORNTON QUITE UNPERTURBED . FOR HIM, THESE WERE THE KICKS THAT 
KEPT LIFE BUSBLING WITH EXCITEMENT. 


RUSSELL FUSSES. 
LUKE AN OLO HEN . 
THERE'S NOTHING TO 


1T. THESE JUNKERS 
ARE BUND ON THE 
‘BEAM. . 











Finest_Hour ? 


ONCE THE BOMBER FORMATION WAS BROKEN, THEY WERE UNABLE TO PUT UP AN 
EFFECTIVE DEFENSIVE FIELD OF FIRE, AND THE SPITFIRES 
“TOWARDS THE CHANNEL - 








LEADER 70 SQUADRON _ YOUVE HAD 
2-7 (rok FUN? WATCH YOUR FUEL GAUGES, 
ff OM SREAK. CONTACT AND RETURN 















IRRITATED GY THE SELF-SATISFIED 
YOUNG PILOT'S ATTITUDE, RUSSELL 
TOOK ON A TONE OF BLISTERING 
SARCASM, 


WHEN He HAD LANDED, RUSSELL CUT 
HIS ENGINE, CLAMBEREO FROM HIS 
COCKPIT AND STORMED OVER TO 
THORNTON, HIS FACE FLUSHED WITH 














MUST BECAUSE 
‘You GET A COUPLE 
‘OF KILLS, THORNTON, 
DON'T GET THE IDEA. 

YoU CAN DO NO_WRONG. 
IT’S TEAM WORK THAT 
COUNTS UP THERE, 


LOOK, 
GET THIS STRAIGHT. WHEN 







8 Finest_Hour 
FLUSHED WITH EMBARRASSMENT, THE HESITANT PINDER STEPPED FORWARD... 





BUNCH OF TRIGGER: HAPPY 
INDIVIDUALS 








THE TONGUE-LASHING OBVIOUSLY INSTANTLY FORGOTTEN, THORNTON AND THE 
OTHERS WANDERED, LAUGHING AND JOKING, ACROSS THE GRASS TOWAROS THE 
NEAREST BLOCK OF’ BUILOINGS . . - 








TWO MORE 

SWASTIKAS TO FAINT. 

‘ON MY KITE / COME ON, 

LADS, LET'S CELEBRATE 
IN THE MESS f 








Finest_Hour 2 
‘SURROUNDED BY ADMIRERS, THORNTON GRINNED AS PINDER 
RELATED ONE OF HIS DARE-DEVIL ACTIVITIES . 
+ HIS UNDERCART WAS ONLY FEET 
FROM THE OLD MAN'S HEAD. THE CAR 
WAS _LURCHING ALL OVER THE PLACE 
‘AND THORNTON WAS LAUGHING 

FIT TO BURST... 




























T THINK THE 













‘ON HIMS IT WAS GOOD 
SPORT, I CAN TELL YOU / 


























(7.1 CONT. SEE, WHY T SHOULDN'T. 









YOU CERTAINLY LIVEN THIS 
QUMP_UP, ANYWAY? HOW ABOUT 
GOING INTO MELPERSHAM FOR 

‘A NIGHT OUT > 
ok 
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WITH A QUICK GLANCE At THE OUTY ROSTER, EIGHT OF THEM 
BOUNDED, WHOOPING , ACROSS THE TARMAC TOWARDS THORNTON'S: 


BATTERED SPORTS CAR. 
gen (YOU'LL NEED A SHOE HORN, BUT WE'LL GET 
YOU ALL ABOARD . OLO ANNIE'S TAKEN 














‘OUCH £ THAT'S. 
My FOOT, YOU GREAT 
CLOD-HOPPING IDIOT. 








HE'S CERTAINLY THAT, SIR— 
BUT ONLY WHEN {7 SUITS Hipaf 
'S COMPLETELY 
ISSELL f UNPREDICTABLE J 


EXCELLENT PILOT, 
RU: 





Finest_Hour 


NO SELF-DISCIPLINE f HE'S 


KEEN BRAM 
ore MAKES. UP THE IDEAL PILOT. 








2 rinest_ Hour 


PINDER WAS SHOCKED AT THE CASUAL WAY IN WHICH THORNTON SPOKE OF 
OBTAINING FUEL FOR HIS CAR .. - 








DON'T BE STUFFY, OLD CHAPS 
IF IT WASN'T FOR THE 
AIR. FORCE , MOST OF THOSE 
CONVOYS WOULD NEVER, 
MAKE IT TO ENGLAND, 
NYWAY 
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HAPPILY THEY CROWDED INTO THE BLACK-BEAMED, 
SMOKY WARMTH OF THE “BRIGHT SPOT" CAFE. 















EIGHT STEAK PIES 
AND CHIPS, GUY’NOR — 
AND LET'S 'HAVE BIGHT 
STRONG TEAS TO BE 

GETTING ON WITH... 













TDLY_PLAYING DARTS AS THE FOOD WAS BEING COOKED, THE CONTENTED HUM 
OF CONVERSATION FELL AWAY TO AN UNGELIEVING SILENCE’ AS THORNTON 
DELIVERED A STAGGERING CHALLENGE... == 
NOT BAD, TAFFY— BUT COULD YOUYih HEY, COUNT ME OUT, CHUM £ 
BINA HANDKERCHIEF ON en ( No-GNe'S PLAviNG WnLLiAM 
la . 


PINDER'S HEAD TO THE Rf 
BOARD ? 





EVEN TO THOSE WHO WERE USED TO HIS OFF-BEAT SCHEMES , 
THORNTON HAD GONE TOO FAR THIS TIME... 
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Finest Hour 





PBUT THORNTON THRIVE! 





NP BUT IF PD. 
AVE THOUGHT 
IVE GOT 
FIVE BOB THAT 
SAYS HE CAN'T 
DOTY 


I MUST BE CR, 
REFUSED THEY’ 
T WAS WINDY 











SEEMED TO TAKE THE DART AN 
ETERNITY TO SPAN THE DISTANCE 
BETWEEN THEM . SUDDENLY, A DULL. 
THUD VIGRATED THE BOARD. . + 
(MARVELLOUS SHOT, THORNTON .. - 
EVEN IF I DIO LOSE My DOLLAR! 


THANKS f 
LIVENED THE 
OLD PLACE UP 
FOR A MINUTE, 
DIDN'T ITP 
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TN HIGH SPIRITS, THEY BOWLED BACK ALONG THE COUNTRY LANES. SUDDENLY, 
FLAG WAVING FRANTICALLY DIRECTLY AHEAD OF THEM CAUGHT THORNTON'S 
GAZE . A GLITTER CAME INTO HIS EYES . . - 


WHAT'S GOING 
ON..? 
THE, 





STOP! I'M CLOSING” 
THE GATE: 
EXGRESS THROUGH 











16 Finest Hour 
MORE SHAKEN THAN THEY LIKED TO ADMIT, THE 











PILOTS FELT THE EARTH SHAKE BENEATH THEM 
AS THE HEAVY ENGINE SMASHED THE 
— LEVEL-CROSSING GATES TO MATCHWOOD . 



























ICROSSING ... 
QUIVERING. WITH 
INDIGNATICN « « + 
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UNLIKE HIS FRIENDS, | COME ON, YOU LOT £ CHEER’ 
WHO SAT SILENT AND | UPY YOU'RE SITTING THERE 
AS IF ZOUVE SEEN A 
T. 












THEY REACHED THEIR BASE TO FIND IT A FRENZIED Hive OF ACTIVITY 
IPPED SQUADRON LEADER STRODE TOWARDS THEM, ANGER GLINTING 





Finest_Hour 


Chapter 2. Sitting radu 


BUCK UPS LET'S GET 
STUCK INTO THOSE BLIGHTERS | 
T FEEL LIKE A GOO 
SCRAPS 

















LEADER. CALLING 7 
@ GAIN AS MUCH ALTITUDE 
‘AS POSSIBLE . 
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THE GERMANS FAITH IN THE FIRE-POWER OF THE MEINKEL PROVED UNJUSTIFIED 
WHEN THEY BEGAN THEIR ONSLAUGHT ON THE BRITISH ISLES . THEY HAD FOUND, 
HOWEVER, THE BEST CHANCE OF SUCCESS LAY IN MAINTAINING CLOSE FORMATION 
IN ORDER TO GAIN A TIGHT BOX OF DEFENSIVE FIRE - 


ACHTUNG ! SPITFIRES ? ray 
ry 








GUNNERS STAND READY— 
COVER YOUR COMRADES’ 








DESPITE A DETERMINED ATTACK, THE GERMANS STEADILY HELD THEIR 
FORMATION. THE FIGHTERS PROSEO FROM ALL SIDES, TRYING TO FIND 
ALWEAK SPOT IN THE ENEMY'S DEFENCE - 

/ PINDER / BREAK 


OFFS THAT ANGLE'S 
SUICIDE — YOU'RE A 








20 Finest_ Hour 
Lif ee me OF DANGER, THORNTON 
MIE ACT OF 





RODE_ON_A WAVE OF EXCITEMENT AND. 
, WOULD ACCELERATE THE PACE OF THE BATTLE. 
ie Ser Ne FIGHTER STRAIGHT ‘AT THE NOSE OF THE LEADING GERMAI 





I'M GOING 
TO PUT THE WIND. 











THORNTON HELD COLLISION COURSE UNTIL A CRASH SEEMED INEVITABLE UNABLE | 
TO SWING BECAUSE OF HIS OWN WING PLANES, THE GERMAN LEADER DECIDED 
TO DNGs W/S' DEOSION BROUGHT Hin DISASTER 7 


(ARE in) f 
NE THEM / 















Finest_Hour cad 
GERMAN er NEVER PULLED OUT OF HIS OIVE. HIS HEINKEL TORE 





THE 
STRAIGHT INTO THE KENT COUNTRYSIDE , ITS SCREAMING ENGINES POURING 
SMOKE. THE ATTACK WAS BROKEN Jf 














i TASTE OF TRIUMPH SWEET IN TIS MQUTH, THORNTON BANKED. SMOOTHLY — 
UNGED BACK INTO THE FRACAS f 











Finest_Hour 
DEMORALISED, THE SURVIVING ENEMY PLANES cca 











TAILS: 
LEGS NOW/ BREAK 
OFF THE ATTACK 7 








Finest_ Hour 


[MISSING THE TOWER BY INCHES, THE SPITFIRE 
SEETHING WITH OUTRAGED 


‘OFF DOWN THE RUNWAY. 
INDIGNATION , THE SHAKEN MEN HAULED THEMSELVES 
FROM ‘THE FLOOR AND PEERED THROUGH THE GLASS . « « 

















[THE SQUADRON TOUCHED DOWN AND GOOU-HUMOIREDLY MADE THER WAY TO THE 
LOCKER-ROOM TO CHANGE OUT OF THEIR FLYING KIT. TREIR CHUCKLES DIED AWAY 
AS THE WING COMMANDERS HIS PAGE TAUT WITH SUPPRESSED FURY, GURST INz-< 
TLL GIVE THE JOKER WHO DID YOu SAY"AUZZED THE 
BUZZED THE CONTROL TROL TOWER} 
EXACTLY Ey FIVE SECONDS TO COME ta 
RWARD —O@ TLL CONFINE, 
THE LOT OF YOU 
a 70 GASES 






























ON a 




















Ss 
AL [THORNTON'S BLANOLY INNOCENT EYES STARED BACK AT HIM... 


Finest_Hour 
THEY FLEW TOGETHER IN THE SKIES AND 
STUCK BY ONE ANOTHER ON THE GROUND. 
‘BUT— ONCE THEIR SUPERIORS WERE OUT 
OF EARSHOT— VOICES WERE RAISED IN 
ANGRY CONDEMNATION « 

‘YOU SHOULO HAVE SEEN 
THE 


CONTROLLERS’ FACES / 
‘SCARED 
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ICASUALLY, THORNTON READ THE FIRST PAGE ~| 
FULL OF THE USUAL NEWSY GOSSIP — AND 
“TURNED OVER —=3= 


f 






A-PARAGRAPA SUDDENLY CAUGHT 
HIS EYE... 

/*BO8, HARRY AND MOST OF THE 
GANG ‘ARE IBARKATION 
LEAVE — THEY'RE NOT SURE WHERE 


THEY'RE GOING , BUT PROBABLY TO. 
‘THE FAR EAST." HMM. 








Finest_Hour 





'T TRY TO FOOL ME, 


Os, 
6 


DON’ 





Finest_Hour 








DARN I5f IF T DON'T. 
GO HOME NOW, I MIGHT 


PINDER TALKING “TO SOME OF THE 
CAME TO HIME... 


Bur AS 
PILOTS, A SUDDEN IDEA 

















Finest_Hour 


TD LIKE TO 
HELP, BUT... 








SPINNING ROUND, THORNTON SLAPPED [geseans TO HIMSELF, THORNTON 
ASTOUNDED PILOT ON THE 3 PACKED A HAVERSACK AND 
SHOULDER AND CALMLY IGNORED REPT OUT TO HIS BATTERED, 
[ALL HIS PROTESTS.» SJALOPY. 
(THanks A LOT, OLD MAN — 
TTRNEW. YOU WOULEN'T LET ME 
‘Dow! 











Finest_Hour 


THE ENGINE'S ROARING POWER ATE UP THE MILES, AND AS THE WIND 
WHIPPED HIS FACE, A SURGE OF CONTENTMENT LOWED THROUGH 
IN. 

















THE FAMILIAR OUTSKIRTS OF HiS HOME-TOWN LOOMED AROUND HIM. WITH THE 
BRAKES SCREECHING A WILD PROTEST, THE CAR DREW TO A HALT... 





WELL, TLL BE .. 
THIS 15 GREAT- MOST. 


‘BUT. 
UP HOPE, OF SEEING 


‘you 








Finest_Hour 


TTHORNTON- WAS POPULAR FOR HIS HIGH-SPIRITED, DEVIL-MAY-CARE 
ATTITUDE. HIS VISITS TO HIS HOME TOWN WERE USUALLY THE CUE 
FOR. A-SERIES OF WiLD PARTIES « 
















THIS: PLACE LOOKS 


THAT'S A GREAT 
IDEA J THINGS HAVE 
BEEN TOO QUIET 


WHi 
BEEN AWAYS 








[THORNTON'S OLD CAR WAS LOW ON ITS SPRINGS AND FILLED TO OVERFLOWING. 
WHEN. THEY STOPPED TO COLLECT THE LAST MEMBER OF THE PARTY. 








Finest_Hour cu 





STRAIN) 
ONITS 





























32 Finest_Hour 
THORNTON SOON HAD THE GROUP HANGING ON HIS EVERY WORD AS HE ] 
RELATED HIS MORE DARING EXPLOITS WITH THE SQUADRON . + + 

‘THIS JUNKERS HAD THE SO YoU SAVED. 

SPROG PILOT NAILEO WHEN THE KID'S ae 


CAME IN OM THEIR BLIND ‘AND Hi 
SPOT ~A BANG-ON BEAM. ete 
APPROACH / 

















THE STORY WAS INTERRUPTED 
BY THE MOURNFUL WHINE OF 
AN_AIR RAID SIREN « « . 
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Chapter 3. Death Strikes Twice 


TO_THE WEN ON LEAVE | THE WAR SEEMED VERY REMOTE FROM 
THEIR PRESENT COMFORTABLE SURROUNDINGS 
FEO, ADISE: YOU LADS 7 
OTHE SHELTER. HECTIC ? YOU 
SINGS, MAY BE PRETTY MUST BE'NOKING, 
HECTIC GEORGE J 

















Finest_Hour 











MANOEUVRES WERE NOTICEABLY INEFFECTUAL. 
FHORNTON HURLED DISGUST AND DERISION AT THE 








Finest_ Hour 35 


HAD REACHED THE PILOT'S EARS, THE 
SECONDS, THE HEINKEL SAT i 














ITH WAS STARING HIM IN THE FACE, THE GERMAN HEINKE! 





INCED DEAT oT 
GRACED HIMSELE. vy ONE) TO HEAVE A SIGH OF RELIEF, SECONDS LATER 
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WITHOUT THINKING , THE FIGHTER PILOT JERKED BACK ON THE STICK, AND AS 
HIS SPITFIRE ROARED CLOSE OVER THE BOMBER FORMATION , IT BECAME 
THE TARGET OF EVERY GERMAN GUN THAT COULO BE BROUGHT TO BEAR 


WHAT THE. f 
HECK, PVE GIVEN THEM 
ALL A CHANCE TO TAKE 

‘A SHOT AT MES 














“THE SQUADRON LEADER HAD WATCHED THE PILOT'S UNSKILEUL 
MANOEUVRES « HE HAD DECIDED THAT IT WOULO BE SUICIDAL FOR 
THE YOUNG PILOT TO CONTINUE THE ATTACK . . + 
LEADER TO REO SEVEN. 
BREAK CONTACT AND 
RETURN TO BASE . 





T CAN'T. 
@REAK CONTACT 


NOW f EVE GO7-TO 
GET ONE OF THE 
HEINKELS «++ 





Finest_Hour ar 


"SUDDENLY, ONE OF THE GERMAN BOMBERS SPAT A VICIOUS STREAM 
OF FIRE ‘FROM ITS NOSE GUN . 











"THERE WAS A SUDDEN, DULL EXPLOSION. ORANGE TONGUES OF FLAME 
AND BLACK OILY SMOKE STREAMED BLINDINGLY BACK OVER THE STRICKEN 

















Finest Hour 





OT THE DOOMED SPITFIRE'S LAST BURST HAD. TAKEN. TS TOL, 
THE GERMAN PILOT SLUMPED OVER HIS CONTROLS ANO THE BOMBER, 
TOO, BEGAN ITS FINAL. DESCENT - =~ 





PULL HER 

‘OUT OF THE DIVE, 
‘GORTZMANN 
LeveL our? 
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"THE GROUP OF OBSERVERS 

OUTSIDE THE HOTEL HAD 

FALLEN SILENT AS THEY 

WATCHED THE 

BITTER STRUGGLE. ¢ 
SUDDENLY THEY 4 

BECAME AWARE 

OF DANGER, AS 

THE JETTISONED 

GERMAN BOMBS THE SPIT's HAD 
CAME HURTLING | IT! WHY THE HECK’ 
DOWN +» + bot Pi 


TEE, GROUND ONDER THEIR FEET 

SEEMED TO TREMBLE 

VIOLENT EXPLOSION RENT THE 
TWO STREETS AWAY.« 





Finest oun 4 


Beans TT ie pons | Cae WHO FACED DEATH MANY, 
LEN Cl ‘BECAME TIMES A DAVIN THE SKY WITH A 
SMILE, GAVE WAY TO PANIC AS: 
FEAR 'WELLED UP IN HIM. « 





a tt four 
A SUPERHUMAN aereD Braver ren ee yee THE eens 5 ee HIS 





BURST. 
GOODS EYES SCANNED. OTHE ROAD, HORROR 











GENTLY BUT FIRMLY, STRONG HANDS PREVENTED THE ALMOST BERSERK YOUNG! 
MAN FROM PLUNGING INTO THE FLAMING 1! 
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THEY WOULDNT 
HAVE KNOWN ANYTHING 
ABOUT IT — THEY WERE 

KILLED INSTANTLY BY 
BLAST 








[SURROUNDED BY SYMPATHISING 
FRIENDS , THORNTON COULD BEAR IT NO 
‘_ ABRUPTLY HE STOOD UP... 






0 TAKE A LOOK 
AT THAT SPITFIRE/, 





TDONT KNOW: WHAT GOOD HE 
THINKS HE CAN DO. THE F Phuor's 








“4 Finest_Hour 











THORNTON oe ofT 
WAS HIS OWN PLANE f 
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STUMBLING FORWARD, rye pLoT—TELL : 
THO ITCHED! re DEAD, I'M AFRAID f NEVER. 
THe ARM OF ONE OF 1S HE..+ REGAINED CONSCIOUSNESS 
THE RESCUERS + 








SICK WITH SHAME, HE TURNED AWAY ANO STAGGERED BACK 
THE WAY HE HAD COME... 





I_WAS SHOUTING MY. 
MOUTH OFF ASQUT THAT PLOT / 
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YF vsews vasa > vue 

#2] POOR BLOKE WOULD BE 
ALIVE NOW IF T HADN'T 

BULLIED HIM INTO 

TAKING MY PLACE J 


YOU 
BLAME YOURSELF, MAN— 
‘YOU COULON'T HAVE KNOWN 
THERE WAS GOING TO 
BE ARAIDS 





THAT'S JUST _IT— JERRY'S: 
BEEN RAIDING SO REGULARLY, 


ut 
CHANCE TO DROP ITS 

BOMBS . MUM AND DAD 
‘WIRD BE ALIVE NOW! 








Finest_ Hour av 


























8 Finest_How 
Hi 


ie REACHED THE CAMP AT DUSK AND AS HE LEFT HIS CAR, 
AN UNBELIEVING SHOUT CUT ACROSS THE DARKNES: 





east an sno, 
YOU! THOUGHT 
was GOING 70 HAVE 
‘To Buy My OWN 
DRINKS 


EN CUSE ME 
HEADER RUSSELLS. 
IST PHONE 


WHAT'S COME 
OVER. HIM? HE'S 


THANKS, 
TOMKINS / 





Finest_Hour 


UADRON LEADER RUSSELL LOOKED STERN 
UNFRIENDLY AS THORNTON ENTERED HIS 
OFFICE. - 





YES, IT’S ENTIRELY 
MY FAULT, SIR 


FROM NOW ON, PENDING 
COURT-MARTIAL 


RTI 

















Finest_Hour 








Chapter_4. Wings of f Vengeance 








PITY FOR THE 


LED WITH HAGGARD: 
FACED PILOT, THe GUARD TRIED 10 
DRAW HIM INTO CONVERSATION 
HELP WILE AWAY THE LONG HOURS .- 


BIG FLAP.ON THIS MORNING SIRE 
GREAT FORMATION OF 








WITHA GLIMMER OF HIS QLD 
MINATION BACK IN. HIS EYES, 
JESTED PERMISSION’ 





Finest_Hour st 


THAD BEEN A SHOT INTHE DARK, 
BUT THO! HAD BANKED HIS. 

HOPES ON IT. DEJECTEDLY, HE SANK 
BACK ON TO HIS BUNK 








POSE TLL HAVE TO FACE UP 
GOOD THROWING 


A GAME OF CRIB IT'LL HELP 
KEEP US BOTH AMUSED / 


THAT'S BETTER, 
SIRS ITDOESN'T 








52 Finest_Hour 








WITHIN TEN MINUTES, THE PAIR OF THEM WERE ENGROSSED IN THEIR GAME... 








Ceo 








THORNTON CRASHED THE GLASS WATER- } 
JUG HARD AGAINST HIS HEAD. THE 
GUARD SAGGED AT THE KNEES .. « 











HEAVING THE UNCONSCIOUS MAN BACK 
INTO THE , THORNTON PUSHED 


HE 
HEAPED THE BEDCLOTHES ON HIS BUNK. 
‘TO SIMULATE A SLEEPING 
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s3 








wire 
TOOK A 


THE GUARD'S REVOLVER CLUTCHED 
Ours! 


IN HIS 
IDE « 


HAND AS A PRECAUTION, THORNTON 





R'S BEATEN 








[STUFEING THE REVOLVER OUT OF SIGHT. 
RNTON WALKED A LITTLE FARTHER 
TOWARDS THE THROBEING SPITFIRE « 


7 Y first te HEARD 
INQ ERE Y asour (T/L THOUGHT 








‘SUSPICIOUS YOUNG PILOT Swi 
BACK IMPATIENTLY TOWARDS THE 
WAVTING PLANE + « 














Finest_Hour 














THORNTON RACED TO THE MACHINE TO FIND THE MECHANICS ALREADY HAD THE 
ENGING WARMED UP AND TICKING OVER GENTLY. THEY LOOKED AT Him WITH SOME} 
ASTONI: o 
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INTO THE COCKPIT, HE MANAGED TO GET THE SPITFIRE ROLLING | 
SUST INTIME TO TAKE UP Nis STATION FOR THE TRKE- “OFF oo 



















FORMATION AND EVEN THE 
‘SCORE, THEY CAN 


COURT- MARTIAL ME 
TILL DOOMSDAY, 
KQ FOR ALL T CARE’. » « 








DIRECTED BY GROUND CONTROL, THE SQUADRON SOON LOCATED THE BOMBER 
PORMATION™ Hie LARGEST TAT. THE LUPTWAPRE HAD SENT OVER SINCE THEY HAD 
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SCREAMING DOWN OUT OF THE SUN, THE SPITFIRES RACED TOWAROS THE BOMBER 
FORMATION. BUT BEFORE THEY COULD GET WITHIN EFFECTIVE RANGE, THEY WERE 
INTERCEPTED BY THE SNARLING MESSERSCHMITTS .. - 








HOLD THE 
ENGLANDERS OFF. 
‘OUR BOMBERS / / 








"SiVUCTANEQUSLY, GERMAN AND ENGLISH FIGHTERS OPENED FIRE ..- 


(omar pe; 
HECK... 
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THE oe PILOT WAS NOT SO FORTUNATE AS HIS COMRADE , NOW FLOATING 





PEACE OWN BY PARACHUTE . HELPLESSLY, RUSSELL WATCHED HIM 
STRUGGLE DESPERATELY WITH HIS HEAT-WARPED CANOPY. THEN . 








ALL RIGHT, 
YOU MURDERING. 
HUNS — THAT'S TWO. 

AIRCRAFT AND A. 
‘GOOD PILOT I'M. 
GOING TO MAKE 

YOU PAY FOR 
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THE NEXT MOMENT THORNTON: HEARD RUSSELL'S VOICE, TAUT. WITH-ANGER ; 
CRACKLE IN HIS EARPHONES, 





ALL RIGHT, BAXTER 
Now's YOUR ‘CHANCE TO 
‘SCORE WITH 





CALLED EVERY. OUNCE OF SKILL AND CUNNING TO-HiS. 
ALD. COMING IN AT THE MESSERSCHMITT FROM ITS PORT WING, 
HE SAW THE FRANTIC PILOT: VAINLY TRYING TO WEAVE AND.TWIST 
OUT OF RANGE . THEN HE LET LOOSE A'SALVO.... 
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‘BUT STILL THE ENEMY. 
DOMGER BROAD TE ANAS 

|ARDLY- SCRATCHED, DRONED 
BoS@eDLy TOWARDS THE 
CAPITAL 








FTHORNTON WATCHED AS ONE SPITFIRE (MANAGED TO ELUDE THE WATCHFUL FIGHTERS 
“AN UNWARY. % LOSED THE GAP BEHIND’ 
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THORNTON RAN THE GAUNTLET OF FIRE FROM THE ESCORTING MESSERSCHMITTS — 
AND MIRACULOUSLY SURVIVED TO ATTACK THE LPOG, HEINKEL HEAD-ON / 















Witt! HIS BROWNINGS ERUPTING IN A CONTINUAL, BLISTERING STREAM OF FIRE, 
THORNTON BRANDED HIS WAY THROUGH THE HEINKELS' FIGHTER-SHIELD .. « 











HE'S COMIN 
srenicet Av US? ALL 
GUNS— CONCENTRATED, 
FIRE-WOWS 
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KING BACK WITH THE AGONY OF A WOUNDED SHOULDER, THORNTON 
ELENGRD NS TEETH AND PRESSED THE FIRING BUTTON! 







THE TH 

MATTER ? OHNO.» 

T'VE RUN OUT OF 
AMMO... 











DIVE, MAN, 
ONES 
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BUT (TON HAD NO INTENTION OF DODGING THE HEINKEL . A SPLIT- SEC( 
Barna ROCKETING SPITFIRE SLAMMED STRAIGHT INTO IT / a 
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TOO LATE, THE CLOSE-FLYING 
FORMATION SAW THEIR 

DANGER . MOVING FRANTICALLY T eR 
TO ALL SIDES, THEY TRIED TO | 
AVOID THE LOCKED AND % 
BURNING PLANES . Mg 


YOU FOOL, 
YOU'LL BE ON US 
IN... AAGHS 








HE WS SGMANOES WATCHING THE WHOLESRIE REGIE COLLISIONS WATT RIANK 
RreSeRENT PRN Tie AErOORIn | AG APPAGHOIED Bh SonmuET FREED, 
a YOUNG PILOT. 
TING OFPCEE THORNTON : 50 pars wos 
BROKEN OUT OF THE GUARD BE ms SPITFIRE £ 
RGOM, SIR. HE KNOCKED ME 2 ie 
DOWN AND TOOK MY PLACE 
IN THE SQUADRON £ 
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Z . ONLY THORNTON WOULD HAVE FLOWN WITH 
BUT HOW ByOU SUCH DISREGARD FOR HIS OWN SAFETY. RUSSELL 
KNOW THATS | aA ONCE SAID THAT HE WAS IRRESPONSIBLE - BU7, 
SIR P 1 COULD BE WITH. THE RESPONSIBILITY OF PINDER'S DEATH ON HIS 
ANT CNB ICE THE CONSCIENCE, HE DELIBERATELY SACRIFICED HIMSELF 
PILOTS +09 70 BREAK THAT NAZI FORMATION, AND SAVED 
‘HUNOREDS OF LONDONERS* LIVES! 














Bavertising, literary of 1 2 srayia 





ALSO ON SALE NOW 
FOR WAR THRILLS .. .ACTION...DRAMA... 


WAR PICTURE 
LIBRARY 





No. 173—THE WARRIOR No. 174—NEVER SAY DIE 


1 WAR 
Tigater 


They called him a has-been... too old The Nazi jackboot was brutally stamped 
for command. Colonel Bonner met on the soil of Crete but even then, 
that challenge like the fighter he was. there were men who would never 


admit defeat. 
ALSO ON SALE NOW :— 
No. 172—SUICIDE SQUAD 
Next month’s FOUR thrilling WAR PICTURE LIBRARY issues, on sale 
7th January, are :— 


No. 175—THE BRIDGE OF No. 178—PACT OF DEATH 
VERANO 
No. 177—ACTION FRONT No. 1799—SHOT IN THE DARK 














Famous EXPORT PARCEL’ 


NOW AVAILABLE IN 
GREAT BRITAIN 


Different Stamps 


t bargain collection has been ad- 


ez Canal Company almost 






ys of pleasure just sorting this giant 
lot and swapping material for months. EVERY 
THING lor only 1/- to introduce our bargain 
approvals. Satisfaction guaranteed or refund in full. 


SEND 1 TODAY. ASK FOR LOT Pb 
TO BROADWAY APPROVALS SOO NRO Essai 
: POST : 








COUPON 
TODAY 





